282        THE STORY OF SWAMI RAMA
I did not take notes of what he said and digested
them. I think, in my rapture of meeting him, I
did not even hear his spoken words, as others did
in Japan. But I imbibed the whole of his bliss and
thought by direct touch of his consciousness with my
consciousness. It was more or less, a subjective kind
of training in a moment.
So was it in the case of at least one other, and the
story was related to me personally by Mrs. Welltnan
of America.   His fire flew to others and many a
bosom stole the flame from his burning self.   But as
I met him at Muttra, Pushkar, Hardwar, Vashishtha
Ashram in India on his return, that subtle volatile
essence of the personality of a Faqir (a living mystic)
had already  vanished, and Swami Rama had begun
handling   himself   and the world with the great
powers   of   his   well-trained   intellect.    He   was
casting new ladders to go up.   The high inspired
ecstatic state, the volatile Av$sh, had gone and the
brilliance of thought took its place.   He himself felt
it very acutely as I see it now, he betook to solitudes
again and again to recover.   Here did happen, what
he   himself, by his critical readings of the Bible,
thought had happened for some days in the life
of Christ himself.   At Vashishtha Ashram, he sent
away his disciple Swami Narayan and lived in utter
solitude, his kitchen also was about two miles away
from himself.   He tried all those methods that he
used to emphasise, but the inspiration had almost
spent itself in efforts to do something.   The people of
the Tilak school influenced his work towards politics